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most  triumphantly masterful. “You shall
hear our decigion, madam, since our affairs
Interss; voy so much.”

“Listen, American man, and listen, too,
white memsahib, since your men admit
women to their =auncil fires™ aaid Mahmud.
“Shara Ali Jaibel, Rajo of f(‘alrutta, gave
his life for a grear :ause—It shall not be in
vain, Do voun understanad?’ - !
Mo, gald Jimmy., “Lay vour cards on-the
tahle. 'Talk English. XNo diplomatie palaver

-tell us just what you intend,

"It =hell bhe as you wish,” sald Mahmud.
“All died for Buddha. Twanty-five vearas of
his life he gave to planning how he should
save HBudcha from the Infidels—an English-
man has died and his life paid for the sac-
vilege of his theft. That I= not enough.

“All cied, ton, He must be avenged—and
Buddha must ke returned to the stone altar
which walts for ita god. The dead English-
man renched out from beyond the grave to
Kill All.  All shali reaeh out from beyond
the grave In his turn.

“We go to take the Buddha-—and the tife
of Sahih McRay's daughter. The little whita
memaahlb shall die, Now is it clear? Now
do vou see the cardes on the table?”

“Will you let the white memsahib speak 2"
T asked.

“Speak before you die!" sald Mahmud in
a volee which oven then in that moment of
loom 1 felt no place anywhere in the world
except In & comle opera with a libretto by
Genrge Ade,

A great deal depeanded on that permission.
If Mahmud had refusecd. I wonder what would
become of us.  For if I was permlitted to
speali | hs thought of 2 way that possibly
might save us. | hacked over toward the
spen window ard leaned against it as It 1
were coliupsing and needad the support of
A strting po re against the window sill,

And as I spoke [ waved my hand cautious-
A behind ma.  Perhaps there was a pollce-
man near—perhaps our taxi driver had lin-
wored and would see the signal,

Bremdiiy and gquietly I waved my hand, and
frantically I mada my plea: It isn't fair to
him He eniy came to help me. 1 am
the helper of all these who lave., The man
v hose 1ifa your god demanded was cruel tn
lii= i iter-—an would not let her marry
her beloved—he hated them hbhoth, I’n you
e

“Now 7 voun ki1l the girl and lat tha oy
iie oy the father's death vou will only he
areving out the wishes of the man who de-
filed your ged. Do you want to do that?”

i had struek the right note. My words
made an impresgion en the emotional East-
erners, Perhaps they liked the idea of a
woman's daring to apeak to them—buy 1
think it was their hatred of Christopher Me-,
Hay which made them unwilling to do anv-
Lhing which might have pleased him in life:

At last they decided t> carry us into an
inner roem, and leave Mahmued to guard us
while they conferred and decided how to dis-
pose of us. z

I do aor know whether or no they would
have shown merecy, Mahmud stood at the
danr, a cold, inplacable figure. He held a
gun—weapon of the voung Western civill-
zaticn, levelled at Jimmy. My first signals
for help so cautlously given had falled—now
Jimmy’s eves, as they caught mine, lashed
a #ignal as elear as if he had spoken. That
signal sn “We must take this fellow -ff
hiz guard.

turned to the window and brazenly anid
apenly 1 sigualled 1o the pitllesa emply
space, where | knew all teo well no friend
lurked in readiness to help us,

Mahmuwd sprang to the window to see what
hidden reinforcements there might be with-
out.  And in the same moment Jimmy's tin-
gers found the threat of our sentinel and
their steady pressure choked him inta In-
sensibility,

Qulekly Jdimmy tore the robe and turban
of his caste from Mahmud's bedy. As qulck-
I¥ he dragged the unconscious Indian to ape
side af the room and flung on the robe and
turban, which seemed suaddenly to trans-
form him out of all semblance to the Jimmy
Barton of the Journal, whom | knew, and to
turn him into a priest of Buddha! Then Jim-
my took the gun with which Mahmud had
threatened us and fAred a shot,

The explosion brought the Indians troop-
Ing to the doarway. Jimmy stood with his
smoking pistol levelled at the figure in tha
corner. The pantomime was clear 1o the In- |
dians, Mahmud had killed the American and
s taking his woman. Respectfully ennugh
they stocd aside while Jimmy dragged me -
from the reom through tha path to the free-
dem his stratagem had created,

A second later Jimmy had half-pulled, half-
varvied me down the stairway and into the-
waiting taxi. We were just in time, for the
masquerade had bheen discovered and Mah-
mud was stagpering ahead of his followers °
who came to bring us the sure doom our
darving had Invited.

Taxi driver 38,002 Ig a clever ehap, and hin
curly vedl heatd covers a quick and active
brain which musgt be a Joy 1o all wha know
him.  n record time he had started his car
full gpeec ahead and befare we could -he
prursued by afytiing more dangernus than .
ghouts and objurgations wa were careening
around the corner on aone wheel—and that
wne wheel was distinetly without the speed
aw, -

210 Pelham Road,” shouted Jinmuny to our
Aying cvharioteer,

I felt like part of a kaleldoscana in vigop-
aus revolution when we drew up again at
the gateway of 220 Pelham road. Iivents
there hid proceeded eautiously and circume-
spectly while we had been whirling through
A chapter of IZastern lore. Western juris-
prudence moves with a certpldn npompous eje-
aance and unwraps Itself from its mufflinga
of red tape but slowly,

As we eame up the path leading to the
house, 1 heard a voice speaking with nuiet
cmphasis: “U'l] have to arrest you. 1°11 have
Lo arrest you on a charge of murder.”

Pranald Jordan, protesting vigorously 1he
while, was selzed by a detective who was
leading him grimly away,

Swlilenly  Dorothy's  self  rcontrol Brole.
Her love was so great thatr not even her
hideous suspicion could turn it te hatred
A viston of Donald paving the penaliy for
Liis crime must have softenod her heart., for
now she burst into wild weeping and flung
hersell into arms which were held out to
chufold her,

Jimmy and | were rushing up the path te
bear witness for the innocent soung law-
rers Jimany was sn tncongruous enongh fig-
Hre dn his terban and the robes whiich bel-
lowed and eddie o ozave eccentric visions
ol the trouse beneath them.
dimimy inly did not laak ke

it messenger; but I am sure
thought he was when he
€ ativally “I'he  nurderer of

Mcltay is in the vaulg!

He crossed over 1o the heavy steel door of the
Ereal vault and threw it open Fiace down-
ward on the toor lay the robed firure of
the Buddhist prlest, and, smiling inscrutably
above him, the Hguroe of Buddha squatted on
the shelf which had been a shrine to the lova
of i dead woman,

h apher McRay's body had been ecarcied
Aawar o be prepared for its  last slean,
sharn Al would be given to his followers
dnud the Stone God, with its inscrutable jada
CAeE, be theirs, too—theirs to refurn
te the far-away stone temple where Chrias
topher Mellay had oaid tribute ‘o a love
that was some day to cost his lifi.

U1 gness there's o need for ux any more,”
sald the detective when Jimmy had finished
his stovy,  “It's some beat for your paper.
I=n’t it s Barton? But 1 guess there
anen’t any ‘love-lorn’ aroumd here needing
Miss Fairfax now,”  The detective grinned
in friendly w .

tiried to where Dwonald Jordan stood
holding Dovathy ‘in his arms, defving even
death to cnuse her sorrow, since she had “is
love to protect her,

And Zrom hie niche 1n the vault buil e
honor him, the Stone God stared at us -with
alien eyves that were Inscrutable, but asemerd
no longar hostile aines they looked an love.

tAnnther Adventure Next Week,)




